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with the European fiction which provides them with their often-mistaken ideas of the lives of Western women.
One of my Turkish acquaintances, Besna Hanum, the wife of a close relative of the Sultan and a beautiful and highly-educated woman, told me that the European education of Turkish women has its drawbacks. " We read a good deal we can neither digest nor practise," she said, " and so we become restless and unhappy, wanting things which are denied us."
The harem of Besna Hanum was one of the first I visited during my stay in Turkey, and I remember well my surprise on my first arrival > to find myself being assisted from my carriage by a gaunt negro in a black frock coat and red fez. Inside the hall I was met by a crowd of female slaves. These slaves were far from beautiful. They were negresses varying in age from fifteen to forty, and as they removed my wraps I could scarce help smiling at their ludicrous appearance. Dressed in the latest Paris fashions by local dressmakers, the designs carried out in the homeliest of materials, flannel having the preference, they evidently gave much time and thought to their appearance. The extra length of their trains and the rakishness of the flower-trimmed white muslin bonnets perched on the top of their fuzzy heads bore witness to their determination to make the most of themselves. They led me to their mistress, and during the whole of my visit stood round offering tea and rose jam, and generally attending to our wants and listening to our conversation.
Although slavery as an institution was then forbidden by law, a busy traffic in slaves was still carried on en cachette, boat-loads of Circassians and negroesCONSTANTINOPLE                   131
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